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"It was because I was afraid, my darling, of lov-
ing you too well!"
On Sunday morning, Frederick read, amongst the
list of the wounded given in a newspaper, the name
of Dussardier. He uttered a cry, and showing toe
paper to Rosanette, declared that he was going to
start at once for Paris.
"For what purpose?"
"In order to see him, to nurse him! "
"You are not going, I'm sure, to leave me oy
myself?"
"Come with me!"
"Ha! to poke my nose in a squabble of that sort?
Oh, no, thanks!"
"However, I cannot------"
"Ta! ta! ta! as if they had need of nurses in
the hospitals! And then, what concern is he of
yours any longer? Everyone for himself!'1
He was roused to indignation by this egoism on
her part, and he reproached himself for not being in
the capital with the others. Such indifference to the
misfortunes of the nation had in it something shabby,
and only worthy of a small shopkeeper. And now,
all of a sudden, his intrigue with Rosanette weighed
on his mind as if it were a crime. For an hour they
were quite cool towards each other.
Then she appealed to him to wait, and not ex-
pose himself to danger.
"Suppose you happen to be killed?"
"Well, I should only have done my duty!"
Rosanette gave a jump. His first duty was to
love her; but, no doubt, he did not care about her
any longer. There was no common sense in what
he was going to do. Good heavens! what an idea!